harm he had done Helen, but for the flaw he had dis-
covered in his own equipment,

11 see - you are in his confidence. They met at your rooms.
Oh, what a family, what a family. God help the poor
pater -'

And Tibby found himself alone.

CHAPTER XL
LEONARD - he would figure at length in a newspaper
report, but that evening he did not count for much. The
foot of the tree was in shadow, since the moon was still
hidden behind the house. But above, to right, to left, down
the long meadow the moonlight was streaming. Leonard
seemed not a man, but a cause.
Perhaps it was Helen's way of falling in love - a curious
way to Margaret, whose agony and whose contempt of
Henry were yet imprinted with his image. Helen forgot
people. They were husks that had enclosed her emotion.,
She could pity, or sacrifice herself, or have instincts, but*
had she ever loved in the noblest way, where man and
woman, having lost themselves in sex, desire to lose sex it*
self in comradeship?
Margaret wondered, but said no word of blame. This was
Helen's evening. Troubles enough lay ahead of her - the
loss of friends and of social advantage, the agony, the
supreme agony of motherhood, which is even yet not a
matter of common knowledge. For the present let the moon
shine brightly and the breezes of the spring blow gently,
dying away from the gale of the day, and let the earth, which
brings increase, bring peace. Not even to herself dare she
blame Helen. She could not assess her trespass by any
moral code; it was everything or nothing. Morality can tell
us that murder is worse than stealing, and group most sins
in an. order all must approve, but it cannot group Helen*
The surer its pronouncements on this point, the surer majr
we be that morality is not speaking. Christ was evasive
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